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and with a running start from “Dancin’,” the band 
lands on this one with both feet. Toe-tapping beat, per- 
fect harmony vocals, rich guitar: this one’s got it all. The 
crowd reaction at the end is hard to imagine these days, 
considering “Brown-Eyed Women” isn’t exactly a 
“major” tune, but the response is well deserved. 

After more tuning and equipment delays, including a 
fully formed “Beer Barrel Polka,” they arrive at “Play- 
ing,” this evening’s artistic statement, and one with an 
apocalyptic feel. The “Playing” jam is all the way out 
there; though just less than eleven minutes, it sounds 
about twice as long, with plenty of intrigue. Garcia scat- 
ters lightning bursts of guitar into the atmosphere while 
Phil and the drummers create a rolling thunder beneath. 
You can almost see surly clouds racing across the sky. As 
in the best of the Dead’s music, there is a hint of terror— 
while this is just a show or a tape, it reminds you of the 
darker natural and unnatural forces that fill the world. 
Garcia and Weir wrap lines around each other, becom- 
ing more urgent and shrill, while the drummers pound 
thunderbolts and Keith paints confusion on the key- 
board. Then the whole band is melded in an ominous 
wash of sound that heralds the drums. The kit attack is 
ferocious and nearly random, keeping the listener dis- 
oriented. 

The crowd knows what’s coming when the drums 
finally shift to the familiar beat, and Phil’s bomb is 
greeted with a roar. The menace inherent in Garcia’s 
“Other One” approach is perfect for the mood set 
before the drums. It’s as if the gathering storm has 
announced the coming of something terrible, and the 
“Other One” is the beast itself. A little biblical perhaps, 
but maybe that’s just the aftereffect of the fire and brim- 
stone of “Samson and Delilah.” 

The fearsome “Other One” passes quickly, and we’re 
given a chance for salvation through the plain, searing 
truth of a heartfelt “Comes a Time.” As in nearly every 
version of this song, but especially the °76—~77 rendi- 
tions, the performance is stunning and sensitive, as pow- 
erful and beautiful as the Dead’s ballads get. And the 
solos burn like ice. The coda, almost a waltz, flows 
beautifully back into the ether of “Playing,” before 
pumping to a strong conclusion. Of course, the mood is 
now triumphant. Gabriel, blow your horn, and throw 
open those pearly gates! 

As good as this cluster of songs is, it’s strange that the 
Dead went back to the circular “Playing” jam just two 
nights later. “Brokedown” makes a fitting encore to a 
sensitive, shining May Day show. With this excellent 
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“Playing” jam at the center, it’s an undercirculated gem 


from the period. 
KELLY MCIVER 
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Palladium, New York, New York 





Set 1: Promised Land, Bertha, Me and My 
Uncle, Peggy-O, Jack Straw, Row Jimmy//, 
//Supplication, Deal, Good Lovin’, Ship of 
Fools, The Music Never Stopped 

Set 2: Might As Well, Estimated Prophet, 
Sugaree, Samson and Delilah, Friend of the 
Devil, Eyes of the World > Wharf Rat > 
Drums > Not Fade Away > Around and 
Around// 

Encore: Uncle John’s Band 












1. Source: AUD, Quality: C+, Length: 2:50 

2. Source: SBD, Quality: B, Length: 0:10 (“Friend 
of the Devil”) 

Highlights: Eyes of the World > Wharf Rat 

Comments: Only the end of “Row Jimmy” is 
clipped, but all of “Lazy Lightnin’” and the jam are 
missing. More than half of “Around and Around” is 
missing. 


After a night off, the band resumes its five-night stand 
at the Palladium with a show of standard songs played 
just well enough. Probably the dullest night of the run. 
The circulating tape, with a few harsh cuts, doesn’t do 
much to prop up the show. Potentially the most inter- 
esting part of the first set, “Lazy Lightnin’ ” and the fol- 
lowing jam, is missing. “Peggy-O,” normally a weepy 
show-stopper on this tour, is mortally wounded by lyric 
flubs and a beat, overaccentuated by piano chords, that 
is just too punchy to suit this haunting ballad. Looking 
for some fire and zip in “Jack Straw?” Look elsewhere. 
This one gives a bad name to ’77 “Straws.” “The Music 
Never Stopped,” a sure-fire rave-up, is passable but 
hardly a panacea. 

The first set does bear three idiosyncrasies: Weir 
sings the old “grabbed a bottle, cracked him in the jaw” 
line instead of the more traditional “I shot him down, 
Lord, he never saw” in “Me and My Uncle”; “Ship of 
Fools” shows up in the first set for the last time; and 
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“Good Lovin’” makes an extremely rare appearance 
not connected to “Bertha” in a first set. 

The second set doesn’t get much more exciting. Even 
“Sugaree,” which has some amazing peaks, is unfo- 
cused and sloppy in spots compared to later versions on 
the tour. However, at the start of “Eyes,” we find a 
glimmer of why we kept going back night after night, 
and tape after tape: one of the elusive Garcia qualities— 
a purely intuitive, creative, lyrical run in the pre-lyric 
intro. Unpretentious, affable, his chosen notes define 
the essential mood of this all-time classic Dead song. 
“Eyes” is followed by one of Garcia’s solo noodling 
spotlights, patented on this tour, before rolling into a 
gutsy “Wharf Rat.” 

Golden moments notwithstanding, this tape is for 
the completist only. 

KELLY MCIVER 
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Palladium, New York, New York 






Set 1: Mississippi Half-Step > Big River, 
They Love Each Other, New Minglewood 
Blues, It Must Have Been the Roses, Cas- 
sidy, Deal, Looks like Rain, Brown-Eyed 
Women, Dancin’ in the Streets 

Set 2: Estimated Prophet, Scarlet Begonias 
> Fire on the Mountain, Terrapin Station > 
Playing in the Band > Comes a Time > Play- 
ing in the Band reprise 










1. Source: AUD, Quality: B-, Length: 3:00 

2. Source: SBD, Quality: A-, Length: 
(“Comes// a Time”) 

3. Source: FM-SBD (KFOG DHH 39), Quality: A, 
Length: 0:25 (“Dancin’ in the Streets,” “Cassidy”) 

Highlights: Missippi Half-Step > Big River; the sec- 
ond set 


3:00 


Here is an exciting, highly underrated, and overlooked 
tape from an exceptional period in Grateful Dead his- 
tory. It came onto the scene within a few months of the 
show. Back then it was extremely rare to get a high- 
quality soundboard tape under any circumstances. The 
circulating recording is not a Vault tape, but rather a 
patch that was given out at the show. First-set highlights 
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would be a seldom-heard combination of “Mississippi 
Half-Step” > “Big River” to open with, and a typically 
monstrous version of “Dancin’ in the Streets” to close 
the first set. All the first-set songs were tight and flowed 
smoothly. 

A real fat “Estimated Prophet” opens set 2 with Gar- 
cia having fun wailing with his Mutron envelope filter 
guitar effect. “Scarlet Begonias” > “Fire on the Moun- 
tain” is letter-perfect, a tight and bright quintessential 
version. Next we get one of the most incredible jams I 
have ever personally experienced: a forty-five-minute 
meltdown of “Terrapin” > “Playing” > “Comes a Time” 
> “Playing.” This was all music, with no drum solo at all. 
The transitions between songs are all lengthy and well 
crafted. “Terrapin Station” was a new song. We did not 
even know the name of it; we just called it “Inspiration.” 
Picture yourself at the Palladium with a crowd of no 
more than a few thousand. Onstage the Dead are blow- 
ing out this new and incredible composition; everyone is 
paying strict attention to the waves of music building 
from the stage. Jerry is singing so sweetly. “Terrapin” 
reaches a final climax then launches into “Playing.” 
What makes this version so unique and special is the 
jamming. It is a journey that has some of the most liquid, 
flowing, haunting, shimmering, melodic, and beautiful 
improvisation that must be heard to be fully appreciated. 
The crowd was dead silent, just absolutely awestruck. At 
one point Lesh was emanating this super low frequency 
feedback that was literally vibrating the entire concert 
hall. As if from a dream “Comes a Time” emerges. This 
is without a doubt my personal all-time favorite version. 
Perfect tempo, sung to perfection, with an extended jam 
that eventually returns back to “Playing.” 

As soon as “Playing” ended, the house lights came 
on. There was really nothing more that the band could 
say musically. An encore would have been inappropri- 
ate, and no one was complaining. The whole audience 
was blown away, and we just kind of shuffled out into 
the street. 


JIM WISE 
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